DELAUNEY : Something that makes you think,

SCHLOSS : Perhaps, like so many of us, you get

enough of reality.

BARGALDINE : Oh, I don't know.

MABEL : We like sad things. We both weep

copiously.

SCHLOSS : Yes, but that sort of sadness doesn't

mean reality,

MABEL : I hate those horrid, gloomy, morbid

things.

SCHLOSS : You like romance ; no matter how

simple ; because it recalls the romance that you

like to feel has shaped itself in your own lives.

BARGALDINE : I don't know that there's much
romance in our lives. (With the shadow of a grin.)

DELAUNEY :   Don't  say   that   or  he'll   hurl

something at you.

MABEL : Don't be silly, Kir. Slosh. What do you
expect from us ? I've got a very nice husband ;

that's the chief thing.

BARGALDINE : And I've got quite a tolerable
wife as wives go.
SGHLOSS : That is romance.
MABEL : Oh, it isn't, Mr. Slosh.
BARGALDINE : I don't know where the romance
comes in. I'm an architect by profession. I deal
a bit in house property. Not much romance in
that sort of business,

DELAUNEY : Nevertheless, a contented, ordered,
happy existence.

BARGALDINE : I suppose we ought not to com-
plain.
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